in            '              NAN CLARGES

When the manuscript was complete he gave it to L
Lisle to take care of, and thus we may be sure that   *.-
was from Monk's pen that Cromwell, to whom
would not have omitted to show his treasure,
something at least of his knowledge of war.

But literature was not his only consolation.         xe
was another more to his taste and less to his credit.     I**
there used to come to the Tower one Ann Ratsforcl
the wife of a perfumer who lived at the sign of the TJx^e *
Spanish Gypsies in the Exchange.    By trade she was a.
milliner, and in that capacity used to look after Moixfc^s
linen*    She was neither pretty nor well bred ; she ita<t
a sharp tongue and manners that were not refined.     33-u.t
the colonel was soft-hearted, and she was very kind ;
colonel was so handsome and had such a soldierly
and then all his friends had forgotten him and the
fumer was detestable.    So the gloomy walls of
Tower were brightened with an unholy idyl, and
began the intrigue which was to make a duchess of plain
Nan Olarges, the farrier's daughter of the Savoy.eans whereby sources of weakness may be turned into
